"And here's your change" the old-man in a white apron says to 
the woman at the counter. As she thanks him, pieces of candy 
clatter about towards the cashier; dropped by eager hands of a 
young child proclaiming to her mother that in fact 

"they really are only a penny!" 
and while this slightly amuses the mother at the counter, she's 
already put her money away. She begins to reach for her purse 
when the old man interjects producing a shiny dime from his 
apron pocketand flicks it into the open register drawer with 


a wink to the child. 


They for damn sure are one penny each and Clyde 


of Clyde's has promised himself to keep it that 


way since 1937. 


The tact of the dime-flick and idea of FREE candy makes the 

young girl glow bright. Clyde gathers the scattered candy 

with the sides of his palms and pushes it to her with a smile 
as she takes two fistfuls into her front pockets with a genuine 
"Gee, thanks mister!" The mother thanks the man in a more adult but 
equally enthusiastic manner. The two look down at the child who is 
now holding an empty wrapper up as to ask what should be done with it. 
Clyde the gracious clerk extends an open hand and says something 
about a wastebasket. One last thanks before the mother and daughter 
turn to exit and they're now on the other side of the glass door 
to Clyde's approaching their brand new 1978 Ford Fairmont sedan 


that Clyde secretly put diesel in when he filled their tank. 


Clyde sniffs the candy wrapper as they drive away. 


He's been unblinkingly gazing out the glass door for over a minute. 
Realizing this, he blinks and Sharply inhales to snap himself out 

o f it. He was thinking about that car. He thinks "They won't 

make it one mile" whic he almost Says aloud - to no one - becawe 

he can, ama because he's in his empty gas station store in Turpin, 

Texas population 320 off Highway 83 and he is hungry. He fixes his 

eyes upon the empty brown paper sack on the counter which he'd retrieved 
for the little girl's candy but was interrupted by his spurious off- 
ering of a single dime sots the mother wouldnt need to fish around 

in herr bag. Bag. The empty brown paper bag on the couhter. Clyde 

wishes there was a sandwich in that bag. Clyde is thinking about 

the glassware he has in the back. And the instruments. The anstruments 
for building. The beakers and burners and blade sharpener's. The whirring 
of the instruments and humming of the machines and the boilings of flasks 
and the tools, yes, the tools the hand-tools which Clyde owns. This is 
is what Clyde thinks about when he stares at sabatoged automobiles which 
drive away from Clyde's. The whirring and buzzing of the tools in the 
back of the store makes the people of Turpin wonder, 
What's he building in there? Clangs and bangs pang them.from the 

break of day and Clyde pays them no mind. After all, a man's got a 
right to run a business. A tool can be a lovely thing. Clyde almost 
say this aloud. Gee, Clyde is humgry. The old man in a white aprom 
visualizes the potted meat and jalapeno sandwich he thinks he left 

in the fridge in the back with the tools (He&s forgotten that he ate 


half and gave the rest to a dog earlier) and the machines and the*-- 


*BRRRRING ! * 


The door to Clyde's has just opened 


A familiar pair stand in the store, more flush this time, from the 
walk back down Highway 83 in the Texas sun, 


Clyde quickly thinks once more about the potted meat. The potted meat 
and how it spreads along the bread. He then addresses the mother and 
child and very naturally feigns ignorance to their story about some 
car that's broken down or something. After an inhale, a blink, and just 

before a break of posture, the store owner discretely crumples the 

candy wrapper into his palm angj,dropping it into the receptacle , he 
rounds the counter to further assist the stranded duo , who are now 

separated in the store. The little one blissfully skipping along 

on her way to the one-penny candy bin and the mother going on about 


a telephone or something. 


"It's uh just through the back here, maatam I'll show ya" 
The woman calls for he duaghter and tells her no more candy to which 
there is economical protest but the child follows her obediently into 


the back of Clyde's with Clyde following. He thinks about locking the 


front dooor. 


He shows the woman=- named Anne - to the telephone as she dismounts 
her purse to find an address book. The daughter is petting the cat on t 
the sofa at the end of the room and Clyde is heading tom the fridge 
as Anne is talking about some road side service she's signed up for. 
Once she finds the number she has to dig through her purse for a member 
's card for verification. Clyde is looking at his empty fridge rack 
and remembering his sandwich is gone. Anne is cranking out a phone number 
on the rotary phone as Clyde passes her, grabbing a wooden stick with a 
string with a feathe r at the end and hands it to the child. The cat 


loves it. Clyde steps into a back room as Anne finishes dialing. 


The child is giggling at the silly cat when her mother suddenly 


realizes there is no dial tone. 


The yet-unalarmed mother clicks the reciever a few time in mild frustratio 
to no avail. She sighs and glances back to check on her child. 
So very unbothered she is. 

Anne gets slightly out of her chair to grab her purse from the kix 
kitchenette counter and rest it on the cheap folding table thhat the 
phone is on. She wah&s to smoke a cigarette but realizes the shopwoner 

is gone. She sighs and calls out for him. She mounts her purse and begins 

to stand when she knocks over the phone earpiece which she forgot to 

place back. It clatters to the dingy lineoleum and she reflexively 

reaches out for it and obtains it. On her way leaning back up something 

in her perigfneral catches her attention. She stops, hunched over, looking 

at a danglirig strip of telephone wire, coming out only a few feet from 
the back of the telephone hanging lifeless and severed over the edge 


tables edge about a foot off the floor. 


A bustling mother, now with child on her hip, barrels through the 


threshold efid into the front of Clyde's store, around the counter and 


past the register to the exit, to which her kinetic energy is met with 


an unexpectedly sturdy definitely locked plate glass door. 


